HAY    FEVER                           ACT I
SIMON (looking up from bis drawing) : The poor girl's
potty I
SORJBL : I wish she hadn't sent me the beastly book.
I must say something nice about it.
SIMON :    The binding's very dashing.
SOREL : She used to be such fun before she married
that gloomy little man.
SIMON : She was always a fierce poseuse. It's so
silly of people to try and cultivate the artistic tempera-
ment. Aufond she's just a normal, bouncing English-
woman.
SOREL :    You didn't shave this morning.
SIMON : I know I didn't, but I'm going to in a
minute, when I've finished this. (Pointing to drawing.)
SOREL : I sometimes wish we were more normal and
bouncing, Simon.
SIMON :    Why ?   (Starts to draw again.)
SOREL : I should like to be a fresh, open-air girl with
a passion for games.
SIMON :    Thank God you're not.
SOREL :    It would be so soothing.
SIMON :    Not in this house.
SOREL :    Where's Mother ?
SIMON :   In the garden, practising.
SOREL :    Practising ?
SIMON (stops drawing and looks at SOREL) : She's
earning the names of the flowers by heart.
SOREL :   What's she up to ?
SIMON: I don't know. (Looks down at drawing.)
Damnl That's crooked.
SOREL : I always distrust her when she becomes the
Squire's lady.
SIMON:    So do I.    (Starts drawing again.)
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